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The Athenian Mercury: 


@paturhay. October 21. 1693. 
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Queft. 1. 
Hat are the Shades of Everlafting Night ? 
Or where are Souls departed from the Light ? 
Is there a real Hell, or is't 4 Bug-bear-fright ? 
2. 
Is it a Marfion of fecluded Souls ? 


Or is't a Lake where liquid Sulphur rolls ? 
Or is’t a Con{cience all, which bere our Foy controlls ? 


Come then, Athenians, fummon ali your Art 

To melt 2 finking unbelie.ing Heart, 

That {corns your Powers above, and fears no Stygian Dart ? 
Anfw. 1. 

Ah Wretch ! on yon black Gulph of Horror think, 
That waits thy Fall — chou'rt juft, juft on the brink : 
Ah tun, if not roo /are, turn or for ever fink ! 

2. 
As Heaven is all one Ocean of Delight, 
One buundlels Foy too wide for Thougbts quick fight, 
So muft che Hopelets Puins of Held be infinite. 


3. 
What e're makes bappy mult it felf difplay 
In thofe bleis’d Realms above we think fo gay, 
When drets'd in Suns and Stars,and Peace, and endlefs Day. 


4. 
What e’re unble(s’'d, or miferable makes, 
Is found in thole uncomforiable Lakes 
Whole reftle/s rolling Waves the frighted Day forfakes. 


As heavenly Manna did that Faft prefent 

Which thofe who gather’d ic wou'd moft content, 

So here, each, Wreich will find what mot will him torment. 
6. 

Defire all raging, Envy like the Fiends, 

A Flame which borrid Luftre only lends, 

Which inward gnaws and fpreads, and never never ends: 


7- 
"Tis that which doubles every difmal Tell 
In thofe fad Shades where the loft Angels fell, 
Eternity, Eternity’s the Hell of Hell. 


We receiv’d the following Verfes from a Woman, 


which tho’ they contain no Oxeftion, and are 


fomewbat uncorrett, yet fer the Honour of ber 
Sex, and that uncommon Genius that fhines in 
em, we think. not improper to infert in our 


Mercury. 
3 HABBAKKUK: 
(1-) 


When God from Teman canie, 
And cloath’d in Glory from Mount Paran fhorie, 
Dreft in th’ unfufterable Flame 
That hides his dagling Throne, 
His Glory foon eclips'd the once bright Titdn’s Rays, 
And fill'd the crembling Earth with Terror and Amaze. 
Refplendent Beams did crown his awjull Head, 
And thining brightne{s all around him {pread ; 
Omnipotence he gralpt in his hn, Perea 
And liftning Death ftood wairing on his dread Command ; 
Waiting ‘till his refiftlefs Botts he'd throw ; 
Devouring Coals beneath his Feét did glow : 
All Natures Frame did quake beneath his Feet, 
And with his Hand he the vaft Globe did mete 7 
The-frighted Nations {cattered, - —. 
And at his fight the bafbjall Mouttsin: fled, 


The everlafling Hills their Founder's Voice obey, 

And ftoop their /ofty Heads to make th’ Eternal way. 
The diftant Ethiops all Confufron are, 

And Midian's trembling Curtains cannot bide their Fear } 
When thy {wite Chariots pais'd the yaelding Sea, 
The blufbing Waves back in amazement flee, 
Affrighted Jordan {tops his fl-wing urn, : 

And bids his forward Streams back to their Fountain turn: 


€2.) 


Arm’d with thy mighty Bow, 
Thou marchedft out agatnft thy daring Foe : 
And very terrible thou didit appear 
To them, but thus thy darling People cheer. 
“Know, Facob's Sons, 1 am the God of Truth, 

“ Your Father Facob’s Gol, nor can 1 break my Oub} 
The Mounains {hook as our dread Lord advane'd, 
And al] the jittle Hrlis around ’em dane'd : 

The neighb'ring Streams their verdant Banks o'reflow; 
The Waters taw and trembled at the figbr, 
Back to their old Aby/s they go, 
And bear the News to everlajfing Night ; 
The Mother Deep within its hollow Caverns roars, 
And beats the filemt Shores. 
The Sun above no longer dares to ftrivé, 

Nor will his trighted Steeds their wonted Fourney drive. 
The Moo, to fee her Brother ftop his Car, 

Grew pale, and curb’d her fable Reins for Fear, 
Thy threatming Arrows gild theit flaming way, 

And at the glittering of thy Spear the Heathen dare not {tay 4 
The very fight of thee did them (ubdue, 

And arm'd with Fury thou the ¥ié'ry didft putfue. 


So now, great God, wrapt in avenging Thunder; 
Meet thine and William's Foes, and eread them groveling 
( under. 


To the Compiler of the Pindatick 


now recited: 


I. 
We yield! we yield! the Palm, bright Maid ! be shine / 
How vaft a Genius |parkles in each Line ! 
How Noble al]! how Loyal! how Divine! 
Sure thou by Heaven-infpir’d, avt fent 
To make the Kings and Nations Foes vépetit, 
To melt each Stubborn Rebel down, 
Or the Almighty’s bov'ring Vengeance thow, 
Arm’d with his glitsering Spear and dreadfull Bow} 
And yet more dreadfull Frown. 
Ah wou'd they hear! ah wou'd chey try 
Th’ exbauftle{s Mercy yet in ftore 
From Earths and Heavens offended Majefty, 
_. Both calmly ask, by will they dye ? 
Ah! won'd they yet Repent, and fin no moré! 


(2.) 


How bilefs'd, how bappy we; 
Cou'd all we write one Convert make, 
How gladiy New Affronts cou'd take 
One Convert to-deat Virtue, and dear Loyalty ? 
Tho’ the full Crop referv'd for thee. 
O Virgin! touch thy Lyre : 
What Fiend fo ftubborn to refule _ . 
The foft yer powerful Charms of thy Celeftial Mufé ¥ 
_What gentle Thoughts will they injpire J 
How will thy Voice, how will thy Hand, . : 
Bla. Rebel-Legions to the Command 
Black Rebel Legions murmuring take their flig 
nk away to coni¢ious Shades dt everla ight ¢ 
Ig thibte they left, anidged ftdnd, bi 
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And Scarce believe themfelves, themfelves to find 
Cloath'd, calm, and 4 a bétrer Mind. 
(3. 
Begin, begin thy Noble Choice, 3 
Grear Willim claitas thy Lyre and claims thy Voice, 
All like bimfelf the Hero thew, 
Which none but thou canft doo 
At Landen paint him, Spears and Trophies round, 7 
And twenty thoufand Deaths upon the flippery groule 
Now, now the dreadful Shock’s begun, 
Fierce Luxemburg comes thundering on : 
They charge, retreat, return and fly, 
Advance, retire, kill, conquer, dye ! 
Tell me tome God, what Gods are thofe 
Enwrapt in Clouds of Smoak and Foes, 
Who oft the tottering Day reftore? 
‘Tis William and Bevaris, fay no more! 
William — that lov'd, that dreadiull Name ! 
Bavaria ! Rival of his Fame. 
A third comes clofe behind, who thou’d he be ? 
Tis Ormond ! mighty Ormond ! lure ‘tis he: 
Tis nobly fought —they mult prevail 5 
An no, our Sins weigh down the doubtful! Scale. 
Ah chaoklefs England, they enzzg'd for thee, 
Or never cou'd have mifs'd the Vidforie : 
Wirh high Difdain from che moi/t Field they go, 
And dreadfully Retreat, yet Face the trembling Foe. 
(4.) ' 
Thus fing, Bright Maid / thus and yet louder hing, 
Phy God and King ! 
Crerifh that Noble Flame which warms thy Breaft, 
And be by future Worlds admir’d and blefs‘d : 
The prefent Ages thort-liv'd Glories tcorn, 
And into wide Evernity be born! 
There Chift Ovinda’s Soul fhall meet with thine, 
More N.ble, more Divine ; 
And inthe Heaven of Poetry for ever thine : 
There all the glorious few, 
To Loyilm and Virtue true, 
Like her and you. 
Tis that, ‘tis cnet alone muft make you truely great, 
No’ a! your Beswy equal to your Wit, 
(For ture a Soul fo fine 
Wou'd ne’re poffets a Body lefs divine ) 
Nor all .ortallity 10 loudly boa/t, 
Which withers loon and fades, 
Can ought avail when burry’d to th’ uncomfortable Coz/ts, 
Where wander wide lamenting Ghojts, 
And thin unbody'd Shades. 
"Tis Virtue only with you goes, 
And guards you thro’ ten choufand Foes ; 
Hold faft of chat, twill foon direét your flight 
To endle{s Fame and endle[s Light ; 
It chat you lote, you fmk away, 
And take eterna! leave of Day. 
Then fly talie Mun if you'd an Angel prove, 
Aad coniecrate to Heawen your Nobler Love, 


The RAPTURE, 6y the fame Hand. 


I. 
Lord ! if one diflaut glimple of thee 
Thus elevate the Soul, 
In what 4 beighth of Extafe 
Do shofe blejs'd Spirus roll 
2. 
Who by 4 fixt eternal View 
Drink in immortal Raies ; 
To whors unveiled theu doft few 
Thy Smiles without Allays ? 
3. 
An Obj which if mortal Eyes 
Cou'd make approaches to, 
They'd {oon ejteem sbeir belt-lov'd Toys 
Not wort one fcornfull View. 


4. 

How then, beneath its load of Fleth 
Weu'd the vex'd Soul complain! 

And bow the Friendly Hand foe’d ble/s 
Waid break ber hated Chain ! 


Queft. 5. by the fame. 

Chare'd on my Duty till to entertain 

Orefte’s Paflion with an high, Difdain ; 

I forc’d my Tongue to act as Cold a part 

As ere it cou'd unto my burning Heart: 

But ftill my faithfull and more generous Eyes 

Woud fhow him all its fecret Treacheries : 

Then tell, ye Heirs to ancient Athens Fame, 

Some way with more Addrels ro bide my Flame ? 
Ani». 

And can your fatal Sex, form’d to deceive, 
Want Arts to make us what you pleaf, believe ? 
Your Tongue it felf cou’d'facred Dury {way, 

And yet not make your ftabborn Fyes obey : 
You're all a Miracle, but will be more 

If ftill unmov'd, you Jet your Swain adore 
Stifle thofe Flames which from your Heart avile 
Or if they ftill fly spwards, hice your Eyes. 


_— — 


oberiilements. 


Next Monday will be Publifhed 


es He Genuine Remains of that 

Learned Prelace 332, Gho- 
mas Wartlow, late Lord Bilhop of 
Lincoln, containing divers Difcourfes 
Theologica!, Philofophical, Hiftorical, 
crc. in Letters to feveral Perfons of 
Honour and Quality. To which is 
added, the Refolution of many abftrufe 
Points; as alfo Directions to a Young 
Divine for his Study of Divinity and 
Choice of Books, with great Variety 
of orher Subjects. Publifhed from his 
Lord{hips Original Papers. Price Bound 
Six Shilliogs. 


i He fiency Book of Qear- 
tps. Or fiji ury of the Famous . 

Ediét of Naors- PDublithed with ber 

Wajeltes Mopal PDribiledge. 


Both Printed for ‘fo4 Dusxtor at the 
Raven in the Poaltre Ys 


oe He Government of the Thoughts : A Prefatory Dif- 
& courte co the Government of the Tongue. By 
the Author of she hole Duty of Man. In OF ro, 


Printed for Richard Cumberland at the Angel in St. 
Pauls-Chureh-Yard. 


% The EXTRACT OF LIOUVORAS, being 
a Compofition of the beft Medicines for the under-mep- 
tioned Dileafes, and aleogecher different from the com. 
mon Extyact of that Name, is far beyoid any Medice- 
inent ever yet known, orat leaft Publithed, to Cure ai] 
lorts of Colds, Coughs, Cbhin-Coughs, Hoarfene(s, Shortne{s 
of Breath, and any Difeafe of the Lungs that is Curable:! 
It is exceeding good again‘t the Con/umprion and S pitti 
of Blood, &c. It may be taken at any time, and the of- 
tener the better, being fo fate and pleatane, that it may 
freely be given to a Child of any Age. This Extra@ 
is ( for Convenience of carrying it in the Pocket ) made’ 
up into Rolls, and fold for one Shilling the Roil. 

To be Sold by Mr. Dorman Newman, Bookteller at 
the Kings Arms in thehPoultrey, the Corner-thop of Gro- 


cers- Alley, and at the Rain-bow Cottee-H 
pita . ee-Houle at THe 
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